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ON THE = 
Dutcheſs of MONTAGE. 
By Mr. Bu R RAR D 


N vain Prometheus had contrivꝰ d 
the Plan, 
Had Heav'n refus'd to animate the 


Man: 
So Fancy forms, but Life muſt you inſpire ; 


For ſtrong 's the Force of your diffuſive Fire, 
Oh! wert thou added to the heavenly Three, 


And, Paris once again was to f 
* A 2 


4 Tunbrigalia. 
In vain to him the Goddeſſes would ſue, 
The Prize in Juſtice would be due to you. 
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ON THE 
Lady HINCHINBROO K. 


T H E lab'ring Bee employs her buſy Hours, 
In gath'ring her Sweets from choſen Flow'rs. 
Thus would I have ſome happy able Muſe 

In lovely Hinchinbrook a Subject chuſe. 

How inexhauſtible's the beauteous Treaſu re, 

Whoſe Smiles command, and we obey with Þleaſure. 


AVATATATATAY ff 


Tubrigali - 


8 LENC E were Sin, when, Percival, thy Nape # 
Should ſtand the Monument of laſting Fame f 1 
To ſpeak thy Beauty, tell thy pleaſing Air, 
With ſuch Perfections as with theſe compare; 
Words were but Wind, for they expreſs no more | 
Than what the World would ſay, They knew before. 
But if good Senſe Perfection may define, 

Let Converſation ſhew how great”s thy Mind. 


RN NON NOR 


On the Lady RANELAGH. 


H O good Examples from Diſcretion draw, 
Let *em look on, and copy Ranel agh. 
To all Obliging, ſo ſincerely Juſt, 
Her Friendſhip's equal to the greateſt Truſt. 
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On tbe Lady IsaR—4A Sor, 


. 


HO? far unequal to the great Deſign, 
T Vet, Iſabella, ſhall the Task be mine, 
To follow Nature thro thy lovely Frame, 
Compos'd on purpoſe for the Theme of Fame: 
The more we gaze, we find on every View, 


Throughout the Maſterpiece there's ſomething new. 
From ev'ry Look flows ſome ſurprizing Grace, 
And Aﬀectation here can find no Place; 

Juſt ſo unite in Harmony no leſs, 

Your Shape, your Mien, and Manner of Addreſs, 
Each ruling with ſuch captivating Eaſe, 

As Nature had reſolv'd her Work ſhould pleaſe. 
Againſt Detraction Conduct s your Defence, 
Founded in bluſhing Modeſty and Senſe : 

So well-bred, courteous, and diſcreetly free, 

You need no Help to ſpeak your Quality. 

No wonder this, ſince Monmouth's tender Care 


Py 
So nicely can inſtruct th' obedient Fair. 7 1 


Apelles left his Venus but half done, 
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ON THE 


Lady CHARLOTTE SCOTT, 
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1 6 AUC TN \ 
| H ERE place the Can vaſs Now Charlotta ſit 


Whilſt I your Portraiture attempt to ie r 
And none could finiſh-what he had begun. 

Charlutta's Name would make the Genius riſe, 

In juſt Proportion to the Enterprize ; - 

But Nature frowns to ſee me dare aſpire, 

And — ſpoil what ſhe has left entire: 

Confuſion is the Lot of ſuch who ſtrive 

To innovate on her Prerogative. | 


Thus I'm perplex'd to trace your eaſy Way, 


* Andloſtin Thought, to make you brisk and gay ; 
2 Whilſt in your Air, ſuch Sprightlineſs there flows, 


My Colours fail, much more the Hand that draws. 
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Lady 


1 g Buck, yet aweful is thine Air, 
T % . 


© Tho' pleaſing; yet forbiddingly ſevere. 
So Corniſh, by her Smiles and luring Tongue, 
Tempts us to love in vain, and be undone. 
Ibrice happy Wells! where Beauty's in ſuch ſtore, 


Subjects like theſe, when Mortals have to ſing, 
Invite the Muſes to exchange their Spring. 
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Buck and Mrs. Conxuza, 


At once invites, and dooms us to Deſpair, | 


When could'ſt thou boaſt in Hdrſotarden, a Hias, 
A Borrel, Lyndſey, Searle, and Thouſands more? 
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Next view the happy Pledge of youthful Years, 


EE how triumphantly her Beauty b'ooms, 


Which in ſuch conſcious Modeſty appears. 
The Roſy Bluſhes peep, and then retire, ' % 


Then come again, and tender Love inſpire. 
Who, when ſhe Dances, can her Movement ſee, 
» But's yielding Heart beats Time by Sympathy? 
Beauty to her is not derivid from Chance, | 


But Right convey'd by juſt Inheritance. 
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On Mrs. LETHULIER. 


Commanding Sacrifice by Hecatomls ! >» 


do Tanbrigalia. 


SO HO NOTIODNIONCY) 


On Mrs. P LL. 
H EAR and aſſiſt me, all ye powerful Nire, 
Aſſt me on a Subject ſo divine, 


Help me to tcuch il e trembling, conſcious Lyre, 
And P LA Beauty give the genial Fire; 
But erdleſs work . Fer Something 's ſtill behind 


J increaſe th' Ideas of the curicus M nd. 


Let Envy's ſelf, and all the Sex combine, 


1 kreugh Clouds of Malice PI Rl hall ſhine. 
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By Mr. SA . 
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Occaſioned by ſome vile Copies, 
reflecting on the Ladies at 


Tunbridge-Wells. 


E Scriblers vile, who think in Nature 
T Wich little Wit will form a Satyr, 
And thence in ſpite of Genius write, 
Reſolv'd to backen all that's white : 

But cauſe (like Owls) ye can't well bear 
The radiant Sun's, or Beauty's, Clare, 
Where eer ye venture out too ſuun, 
Sculk under Cover of Lampoon; 
For Shame leave off that ſnarling Air, 
And learn to celebrate the Fair. 
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With candid Eyes bright Pothil/s Face 
Survey, and ev'ry Feature trace; | 
Then you'll confefs her pow'rful Charms 
Their Spleen to all her Sex Afb: 
Ev'n antiquated Maids Go 


Pethill 's intolerably fair. 


Who can fam'd Lyndſey's Beauties hit, 
Or ſafely liſten to her Wit, 

And not be mov'd with ſoft Deſires, 
Ahd vainly burn with lawlels Fires? 


How dangerous tis to approach too near 
The ſatal Charms of Lethulier ! 
Or gaze too long on Burrel's Eyes, 
Ualeſs you d fall a Sacrifice! 


Who St. John | views, ſhall ne'er relieve 
His Liberty without her Leave; 
And he for ever muſt adore, 


1 
_ Who comes within the Reach of Har. 


Tunbrigalia. 13 


Fane ſtrikes from far the wiſhing Eye, 
Aud wounds the Heart too deep, when nigh. 


Each Nymph, with ſome 2 cy * 
41 SY 2 
The coldeſt Boſom can alas ; ; 
Nor is it ſafe, until ye fly, 


Inferiour Beauties to defy. 55 


In vain who writes in Satyrs keen, 
On Pierſon vents his cancred Spleen, 101210" 
And Fox-like ſwears the Grapes are ſour, K 4 4 
Which out of reach he can't devour. 
While he who ſings in Beauty's Praiſe, 
With Pleaſure in gocd-natur'd Lays, 
Her Advocate ſhe ſhall proclaim, 
And give his Verſe (tho mean) a deathleſs Name, 
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— * No unguarded Place to ſtrike her Sting. 


The THREE NV MP EHS. 


By an Unknown Hand. 
| 8 „ ur. 
| age E Nymphs I ſing, of Human Race, 
Deſerving Humer's Pen, 
Worthy all of Foue's Embrace, 
Too Good for mortal Men. 


I. 


Wo with an Olive Skin 


'Tempers the Luſtre of her Eyes, . 1 | 
Tho' dark without, ſhe's bright within, 
So Clouds o'ercaſt the radiant Skies. 


Her 'Temper's mild, as Weſtern Winds | I 
'That breathe the Odours of the Spring : 
Her Conduct's ſuch, that Envy finds 


The 


Tuubrigilia 
The ſnaky Fiend, to blame her Taſte, 
Aas at moſt but one Pretence, 
Tho? that a Handle gives, at leaſt, 
To ſhew Ten Thouſand Acts of Senſe. 


II. 
As Tawny Egypt once could boaſt 
A Queen ſo heavenly Fair, 
Tho' She the Earth's wide Empire coſt, 
Was yet not thought too dear. 
So tempting Flavia is the Pride Lemay 
Of ſwarthy Tagus Shore; 3 
For her, I'd Aut hom out-bid, 


And give a Planet more. 


In naked Charms her Soul appears, 


Undreſs'd of all Diſguiſe, 
Her Freedom tempts, her Wit endears, 


Heav'n opens in her Eyes, 
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III. 


Cornelia's eaſy Movement S WW Can ; 


*Tis Death to fee her dance! 
Her Voice- reſiſileſs Love inſpires, 
Both with its Sound and Senſe. 


When firſt to gain Adonis Love, 
Venus in mortal Form appear d, | 

Her heavenly Figure · co improve, 
She dear Cornelia's Shape preferr'd. 


Upon her ſragant, coral Lips 

The wanton Loves and Graces day 
Out of her Eyes {ly Cxpid peeps, 

And leads our Wiſhes all aſtray. 
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W HEN Painters, skill'd,/ a Face would 
They” chooſe the lovelieſt Side, 


And if Dame Nature *as made a Flaw, 
With Art the Blemiſh hide. 


So Poets, whenſoe'er they write 1 
In Panegyrick Style, | 
Shou'd ſet their Objects in a Light, 


Wou'd recommend their Toil. 


And now with il-judg'd aukward Starts, 
To celebrate their Eyes, | | 
Cover their bright inferior Parts 
With Olive's dark Diſguiſe. 
E 
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The ANSWER tothe THREE 


draw, 


Ebonia's 
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Ebonia's s Charms reſplendent ſhine, ie, Loy C8 4 | 


In thickeſt Clouds deſpite, 
As Diamonds exquiſi tely fine 
Are a oem a Night, |. 


* 


Fair Flava, whhout 8 far h ur td 2 a 
As Tawny Egpr's Coaſt, ig [45 1: \ J | 

With Briziſh Beauties may compare, | V 
Yet reign the Favourite Ng. e 


And Britiſh Belles, no doubt we have 
As Cleopatra Fair, | 

Would ſcorn t' inſult a gen'rous Slave, 
Or coſt his Love too dear. 


Cornelia's Movement ſtrongly .charms, 77 Us oo 25 nas 
| Whene'er ſhe deigns to dance, | 
Her Voice the raviſh'd Ear alarms, 


And puts us in a Trance, 


But 
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But more it can't, for if twas Death tete 
To hear her, or to ſee, 

She'd ſtop'd long ſince her Poet's Breath, 

And EY 1 | 


. Ve x 
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ſy wanton, gay and airy, 

Wild as Buck, or Midnight Fairy, 
Blooming like Roſe, and bright + 28 n 
So pretty is, and yet ſo ſilly; 1 OL 
To Death I fret me at her 'Folly, - 
Yet more than Life I love my P, 
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Letty, with modeſt Maiden Air, N, Ne, wort 


Bluſhing like Roſe, as Lilly fair, « 
Good Humour ſmiling in her Eyes, 


Appears ſo lovely, and ſo wiſe, 
N | C 2 That 


20 Tinbigalia ia. 


That her Mind has Thouſand Charms. 


But Oh ! the Heaven in Letty's Arma! R 
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Wn EPHON?'s Complaint to his 
Mi iftreſs of his ill We in 
his. © Amnnr. N 0 
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WIe you're gone. 
1 I ſhau't be long; Wt | 
You need not ask the Reaſon ; 3 


For who can ſlay, 
When you're; away, 
Whoſe Abſence ends the Seaſon, 


1 
But {till in vain 
Muſt I complain, Wl 
) And 
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Tinbrigalil 

And tell what I endure, | 
Yer don't confeſs 
You're Pitileſs, | 

Tho you delay my Cure. 8 . : 


— 


u. 


The Bards have told, yy 4 


That Jove of old, 
For love, laid by his 'Thunder ; 
Bleſt with his Dear, 9 


His Heav'n was here, 


No Lover ſure will wonder. 


N 
Now mark alas! 
My different Caſe, 
A Slave I am to you; 
But you're Divine, 
And won't be mine, 
Then what can Mortal do? 
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V. 
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1 Tub rigalid. 


V. 

Oh! go not hence, 

But firſt diſpenſe 
With Deity one Hour, 

On Earth you'd range, 
= And bleſs the Change | 
1 Of your Celeſtial Power. © 

de I. Io: 1 | 947 | =Y 

The Scribler's Curſe, 

Or if there's worſe, ©! 

May't fall, O Tunbridze! on thee; 

Thy Helicon 

Hath ſpurr'd me'on, 

And Love and Rhime- undone | me. 
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Your gentle Spring, 
As Poets ſing; * © / | 
Oſt rais'd the Genius higher; ky 
But from the Steel, 
"= No Fire I feel, 
To animate my Lyre. | VII 
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, Ape? Skill, © 9 — . by TH NS 
Once ſerv'd him *7 a . 
To excel himſelf aſpiring ; ED 
But Chance ſupply'd EET 
What 'Art/deny'd, Vo -. ve 
Whilſt Nature ſtood admiring, 
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IX. 

So Art muſt fail, 1 

ö And Chance prevail, 2 : | P 
Your Character to advance : Wakes 
For none to you.” 


Can Juſtice do, 1 
Unleſs it be by Chancdte. 
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To the Tune of, Black-cy'q SUSAN. 
. Henne, addon 
* 
N O more let Suſa's Fyes, tho” black, 
Their killing Luſtre rainly boalt, 
While blue-ey'd Lucy's they attack, . 
Dimly they ſhine, their Power's bod. 
Lucy s, like Lightning darted thro ihe Shy, 75 
Force a bright Way, and all their Charins defy | 


AL 
No Heart, cho guarded er to wel 

But muſt their killing e ſeel, 
The Pains they give, what Tongue can tell, 


Or cure, unleſs ſhe Il deign to heal! 


In 
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In her alone the wondrous Magick lies, 


To kill or ſave, with her blue charming Eyes. 


III. 
Were I at Liberty to chooſe, 
A- Ard lie iny Choice wou d once approve, 
To gain her, Empires I'd reſufe, 
Bleſt in a Cottage with my Love. 
But oh! too late I ſigh for L-11cy's Charms, 


Deſtin'd already to another's Arms. 
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H E Gods being met the other Day, 
F All in a Mind, grew wondrous gay ; 
Jove laid his Thunderbolts aſide, 

With all his Majeſty and Pride, 

And ſwore by all his Pow'r and Might, 
They'd have a jovi merry Night. 

But whence could all this Frolick come ? 
Juno, it ſeems, was gone from Home. 
Foods and Goddeſſes you know, 
Viſit and drink, like us . 


Bacchus prepar'd a ſwelling Bowl, 
True Emblim of his mighty Soul. 
It ſuited well their Godſhips Taſte ; 
Jove drank a Bumper to the Beſt, 


And 


Tunbrigalia. 27 


And wink'd at Mars, as tho' he'd ſay, 


Remember —— tother Day; 
Vulcan knew well their Double-Dealing, 
And ſearch'd his Forehead for à Swelling ; 


However, not to Tpoil the Joke, 


Thus to Mars he flyly ſpoke. 


Pray Friend, next Journey dun't forget, 

Th Adventure of the [ron Net, 

This made their Godſhips laugh like Thunder, 
And the great God of War knock'd under. 


But, to be ſhort, their brimming Glaſſes 


Went round like ours, when crown'd with Laſſes. 


Until they drank to ſuch a Seaſon, 
When Paſſion * too ſtrong for Reaſon ; 
Then *twas agreed by all in common, 
No real Mirth without a Woman. 


But whom to have was now the Strife, 


Jeve was for any but his Wife, 


And Vulcan vow'd he could not bear, 
Ev'n the Sight of Venis there. 
D 2 
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So *twas agreed to crown their Mirth, f 
They 'd have a Female here from Earth. en ] 
Hermes was ſent, as ſwift as Wind, | 4 
To bring the fineſt he could find ; 5 
And who but Mira could be fit N 
At Jupiter's Right-hand to ſit, | 
As Queen of Beauty and of Wit ? 

Her then he ſeiz'd, unwilling Fair, 

And wing'd it ſwiſtly thro' the Air, 

Her Hoop being very uſeful there. { 


At length arriving with his Prize, 
(Too bright indeed for mortal Eyes ) 
The Gods ſtood mute, and thought they 'd ſeen 
No Object but the Cyprian Queen; 
And Vulcan bluntly ſwore by's Life, 
He took the mortal for his Wife. 
The Nymph, I readily dare fay, 
Was ſul as much ſurpriz'd as they; 
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But being ſeated here awhile, 
Attorded Tupitgr, a Smile, 


Waich 


Tunhbrigalia. 
Which made the cheating God believe, 
He could the mortal Fair deceive: 
As Gold and Silver heretoſore, 
Had brought leſs wary Maidens Ofer, 
He boaſting ſhew'd her all his Store. 
His Thunder and his Lightning too, 
* All this, (ſays he) was made for you“. 
But theſe the trembling Maid did move 
Rather to Reverence, than Love. 
Mars ofler'd up his Arms and Dart, 
| And thele went very near her Heart: 
For what weak Virgin can withſtand 
The Charms of Courage and Command ? 
What Maid or Widow: Rigour ſhew 
To Mars above, or Smith below? 
Apollo next was ſure to fail, 
For Wiſdom never can prevail; 
Howe er he ſang, in wiſhing Strain, 
A mortal Song, call'd —— Since in vain, &c. 
Bacchus in Bumpers ſpelt her Name, 


And vow'd he'd cure, or quench bis Flame. 


For 
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30 Tunbrigalia. 
For Fulcau there was little room, 
All knew he had enough at home. 
Cupid that little witty Elf, 

Who all this Time had hid himſelf, 
To ſave his Glaſſes (not being able 

To drink like them) beneath the Table, 
Shewing himſelf, the Nymph began 

To change her glowing Cheeks to wan: I 
Strange Strugglings riſing in her Breaſt, 
The powerſul God ſhe ſoon conſeſs d. 

The God with arbitrary Sway 
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Bore the fair captive Prize away: 
Gave her his Quiver and his Darts, 
Gave her the Rule of mortal W 
And, as unercing Story tells, 

Has left her here at Tunbridge-· Melli. 
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FLORIN DA, or, Mrs. TE HN. 


e N DA 8 charming, ſweet and fairs 
Adorn'd with every Grace; 
Theſe are Perſections not ſo rare, 


Familiar to her. Race. 


The Wonder is, that winning Air 

Peculiar to the Maid ; 

That matchleſs Something ſeated there, 
Which baffles all our Aid. 


"Tis innocent, yet. can enſuare ; 
Unpractic'd, yet has Wiles ; - 
It knows to conquer without Care, 


And to command with Smiles. 
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It is ſo eaſy, you wou'd ſwear, 
Each Nymph might put it nn: 
But yet ſo hard, you muſt declare, 
is her's, and her's done. | 
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B 21 's bowly, fat and fait, 
Adorn'd with Collops greaſy : 
Theſe are PerfeQions not ſo rare, 


Amongſt the Plump and Eaſy. 


The Wonder is, that winning Waddle, 
Peculiar to the Whale: 

That matchleſs Smething. like a Straddle, 
That Jet of her vat Tail, 


— 


She's 


e Tl 
Tunbrigalia. 
She's innocent in giving Pain, L un 
Unpractic'd in ſoſt Wiles, . ' 
And yet knows how. to eaſe a Swain, 
With other Damſel's Smiles. 


Her Bum's fo hugely large, you'd wear 
Twere ſoft like Mud or Ouſe;” -- 15 © 
But yet ſo very hard, that there 
The Fleas are crack'd by Sponſe, © © 
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A. each new Year the Bell-man chooſes 

One of the Grulſtreetarian Mules, 

To celebrate his Dames and Maſters, 

And tell 'em from what ſad Diſaſters 

He by his Vigilance defends em, 

And that his Wiſhes beſt attend em; 

E For 
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For which he hopes they Il think upon him, 
And ſhow'r their gen'rous Bounty on b. 

So here for ſome ſuch mighty Reaſon, 

Poor Poets ſcribble every Seaſon; 

And deify ſome Nymph or Lady, 

In Hopes one Day to touch the Ready 

For that's, whatever the Pretence is, 
The Sobre from whence their Praiſe commences. 
Thence tis HFlorinda s blooming Sweet; ; 
Adorn'd with every Grace compleat ; 

White S$— e bright Charms negle@ted: are, | 
To 228 Perfections not ſo rare.” 


(Haren. To that the Widow owes her Lovers, 


Who in ſuch Flocks about her boyer, 
That makes her bright as Venms fair, 
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Gives her fine Wit, a winning Air, 
And Thirty thouſand lovely Graces, 

For Reaſons ſtol'n from lovelier Faces. | 
For want of that fair Cælia's Eyes, 
'Tho? brighter than the Morning Skies, 
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Unſung remain, tis wondrous Pity ; 
She wants what makes theſe Dabblers witty. 
At leaſt, what makes em aim at Wit 
So oft, who te juſt as often bit. 
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On Mrs, Su E, raſfling for a 
__ Mhyrit. 


E 4 IS her's, and muſt be ſo, whate'er 
We fling, nor was the Raffle fair : 


- 


For ſince 'tis own'd the Myrtle Grove 
Is ſacred to the Queen of Love, 
Who 's ſo profane, ſo unpolite, 


To rob Gratiana of her Right ? 
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On the Lady DALKEEITRH. 


\ \ 7 HAT Honours Man can pay, you juſlly cla im, 
c Tho' {ill your Modeſty forbids our Aim, 
Rather than court your Praiſe, you ſeem to ſeary, 


Leſt Conjnendation ſhould x lo your Ear. | 
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On the Lady HolDERNESS. 


"ik ſtrives which ſhall your Ferfonat eexprels, | L 
Brave Schoubeng's Offspring or great Holaer et 
en Graces ſtrike the paſſve Eye, 

And abſolutely rule in Majef y. 

Young Davgenfelt, whoſe Virtues are innate, 


Needs not improve, nor can degenerate. 


Dr. 
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Dr. D= =t's PANEGYRIC K. 
n, 
H OW charming now is Brand in lovely kiakel 
Her Air engaging her bright Virtue take ; ; b 
She excells the reſt, admir'd by all, 
Reſerv'd, yet lives ! nor will a Victim fall 
J | To every Fool's glaring Eye or Look ; | 
2 Her Air diſdains, nor will ſuch Courtſhip brook. 
: 55 The Muſe, who ſings the Praiſes of the Fair, | 
Was not inſpir'd to neglect th happy Pair 
Of the bright Montague and Hinchinbrook + 
He's blind, like Homer, who miſtoox 
In Tunbridge Malls the iluſtrious View 4 
Of their fine Charms, in Perfection true: 


Like Goddeſſes, of whom the Poets ſing 


The Lineaments of Life, and every Thing ; 
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38 Tunbrigalia. 
That's great and beautiful in Air and Form, 

As if, like Deities, they were not born 

of Human Race, the Parts are fo compleat, 
They ſhine in ev'ry Light, like Souls inſpir'd, Great 4 
So amiable they may be ador'd, | 

Your Fire Celeſtial, O Gods, implor d, I. 
Tofraiſe my Thiughtss above the vulgar iy 208 
Nor muſt my Genius wax, like Moon, in Wain, -- 
While I ſuch noble Objects have in view, 


To other leſſer Beauties bid Adieu. 


=. 


„ . 


How ſoft and charming are thy Words of Senſe L 


In ev'ry Turn of happy Thought diſpenſe, 
O thou divine Montague, molt polite 


Thy winning Air of pleaſing Wit {o bright. 


How poor the Poet's Vein, and leſs his Fire, 
Who ji in Heroic Verſe could not aſpire 

To celebrate the faireſt P aL 

Of her Sex ; ſhe's Ornament to all; 


In her ſoft Air of modeſt Wit and Senſe 


| She's Great, and Goodneſs is her Excellence ; 


Nature's Perfection to the Life you ſee 


A lively Image of Divinity. 
23 | Adorn'd 
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Adorn'd with all the Beauties of the Mind, 
Parr in ſemblance, Siſter-like, you'll find. 


Nor would I filent be of Caſtlemain, _ — 
Her Virtue well adorns the noble Train; EEO 


Her divine Goodneſs ſhines in Charity, 
In eminent degree like Quality." 0 


Nor ſhould ſuch pious Acts obſcurely lie, 1 
Which well deſerve the Praiſe of Poetry. 8 


Such Peereſſes ſhine Lights, like Stars above, 
And will in Happineſs, like Angels move. 


Author of the foregoing Verſes. 


W 


HAT Fiend this Flague to Farth his ſent, 


That Flccno is revivd in D,? 
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On the ſame. 


f | THE Man that has no Hands t' indite, 
 with's aukward Feet may ſometimes write; 


But he that neither Hands, nor Feet has, bu 


Is in a Caſe, of all moſt piteous. 
What can he do, all over Stump, 
But live a ſad, dull, heavy Lump? 
So Panegyrick tagg'd with Rhime, 


The want of Senſe may hide with Chime. 


But if the Poet with. his Muſe, Ls 3 


Can neither We, nor Senſe produce, 


And yet his Jingles loves to vent, 
What can he be but impu—Aent? 
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On the ſame. 
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1 F the Doctor to God does fend up ſuch _—_— K J 
As in Pulneſs 8 profcünd lie beſtows on the Ladies; 3; 
| His Fate is decreed; and beyond all redeeming, : 


He's doom'd to be damn d for moſt aukward blaſpheming- — 
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On the Jens, a, Gentleman. 


N 4 
T HERE is no Man to Poetry ſo bent, 

As is the Reverend Dr. Der; 6 
All that he ſays is very well meant, 


For he ſtrives to give the Belles Content. 


F My 
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My Logp to the Doctor. 
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. 0 . 


| þ — alas! I'm much in 1 Love, 
= *Gainſt which, in vain I long ha' ſtrove; - 


( * Th' Exploits are many dare do, 


(No Lover more) to ſhew I'm true, 


And tho' I ſay't— —can Sing, or Dance 
Or, if need were — cou'd break a Lance: 


But ah! my cruel, angry Grixle, 
At ev'ry turn, bids me 80 Whiſſle—.— 
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As ſure's your . is not mad, 
My Griæle is 


She cares not, tho” the King did know i it, 


— 


and very = kg 


She'tl marry no Man, but a Poet: 


ohe puts me ſure in mortal Pain, 


The Moon be ry the Moon's in Wain, 
| : And 
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And treats the Gods ſo conſounded bold, . 
And then 3fhrms, - that Fire is cold 
But now I find theſe high:flown Strokes, 

Did mean ſome very handſome Folks ; 

And ſoon perceive that all this while, 

She ranted in your Workip's Style ; 5 i 
Who having loftier Thoughts in view, 
To ſneaking Beauties, bid — Adieu. 
But now, Sir, —— by your Worſhip's Leave, 
I've Hopes that I ſhall all retrieve ; 
Your Rhime, you know's not deadly fine, 

; Now wou'd you let it paſs for mine; 


Then I get Grizle——and you ſave 
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'The dull Repute your Verſes have. 
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\ | | To prate upon a Sende? 33 
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1 Or did bis Muſe 8 
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The Dotard chyſe, 
To ſcribble Rhyme a Monday 
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SA bs R on SATYR. 
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| H E paultry Scriblers, who impudently laſh 
The Doctor, with ſuch poor and trifling Traſh , 


For good and bad are all 8 alike 
. 3 
By grave DX. -, "which at the Poets ſtrike, To 
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To damn their Genius to the Pit of Hell, 
Becauſe Divine, no Wit or Senſe is well; 
For ſhame forbear'your lying Satyr's Strain, 


You're better sxilbd to throw a lucky Main; 
You're fain in Burleſque Rhimes to pleaſe the Nymphs, 
But rim e and dance about, like antick Imps, - 

The Doctor for Poetick Vein, admire, | 

1 He cannot write profane to your Deſire; 

His Character ſhines bright, his Parts are 8 | 
And the mad Knight Errant had better been 4 
Skit up in Bedlun, clan his Prallks Auplay, A 
So loud and noiſy, in his aukward Way ;- 

Without Wit or enſe, at every Turn he bawls, © 
And up and down, like croaking Frog, he crawls ;-- 


cc My W--fe's ill- us'd by theſe Poetick Tools, 


“My Honour ſuffers by ſuch empty Fools. . 
Thus he's the Jeſt of all the Tunbridge-Walks, A 
Buftooning Wit, in Satyr never baus 
T” abuſe the Ladies without Wit or Reaſon , 
And chatters on in his mad frantick Jargon. 
But Poets, who in Panegyrick write + od 
Will ſill immortal live, to laſh your Spite: 


: | TE 


— # 
. * - * 8 _— Pn, ns” * » 
- — * 4 __ + 22 8 118 R 1 1 t. * 


46 Tunbrigalia. 
Your Dulneſs to chaſtize in all you "0 


Like Laureats, (till ſublime in ev'ry Lay; 
Their Genius runs high in lofty Strain, 


And all you write or ſay, will be in vain, 
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of ma Man fark not of Shciſmatical Crew, 
Bat when he's at R:me, will do as they do; 
F hereface when I came hither, I propos'd to take 
A Pattern from others, and not for to make 
Any Rules for my ſelf. I paid all my Fees, , 
And when I'd done that, was wholly at Eaſe. 
I took a Purge, my Kettle to ſcower, 
And then drank the Waters at a Regular Hour, 
] began with one Glaſs, and ſoon got to five, 
Which made me ſv perfectly freſh and alive, 
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That I danc'd, ſung and raffled , drank Coffee and Tea, | 
And from Morning to Night was as brisk as a Bee. 
I choſe me a Miſtreſs of Wit and Condition, 
To whom [ preſented the following Petition. 

« Pray, Madam, be kind to a Heart full of Love, | 

« As an Egg full of Meat. My Paſſion's above 
Any Art to deſcribe. No one knows what I feel, 


« From: the Crown of my Head, quite down to my 
« Heel. 


e Your Eyes are like Suns, your Lips are like Rubjes, 
And thoſe that ſay otherwiſe, are a Parcel of Boobies. 
Dear Chlie, take Pity, and let me not die, 


Never any Man loved you better than I. 


E 


But ſhe heard not my Prayer, and gives me no Look, 
And ſuch ſort of Treatment no Mortal can brook ; 
I'm forc'd then to leave her, and to flee from the Place, 
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And hope you'll bemoan my pi tiſul Caſe. 


And ſince thoſe that go hence leave ſomewhat behind, 
Dropt either from Pen, or from T |, Pvea mind 
To conform in the firſt; as well as the laſt, 

And by this you will judge how the Waters have paſs d, 
| Both 


48 =. anbricdis "1 


Both upwards and downwards, as well one as t' other, 
Juſt a they ve done with my Poetica! Brother : 

But yet I muſt not, as here all the Trade is, 

Spend the whole of my Wit in commending the Ladies. 
For if I do that, what will come of the Men, 

Who ſurely deſerve one Stroke of my pen ? 

And indeed for the Ladies, there's no need to praiſe em, 
A Reverend Bard having done ſo much to raiſe em. 
Oh! when will he ſpeak in Praiſe of the Peers, 

As in thoſe of the Ladies, to charm all our Ears! 

In Tillorſos's Language, aad Tillorſon's Senſe, 

Too ſtrong and too fine to need a Defence; ; 

He paints out the Fair in their Beauty and Wit, 

As faſt as they come for their Pictures to ſit. 

And yet (who would think it?) he's loſt all his Pains, © 
And the Ladies deſpiſe the Produce of his Brains. 
And ſince they're ungrateful to him, they would be 
(Pve reaſon to fear) as ungrateful to me. | 
But why ſuch hard Fate? ſuppoſe the Man's dull, 

That is not his Fault, tis the Fault of bis Skill ; © 

His Will it was good, tho? his Flare they were cold; 
But that is excuſible, for he is 00 bl. IE 


5 "od 


88 0 The 


Tunbrigalia. 49 
The Man did his beſt, and would you have more? 
Belides, it's his firſt, he neer painted before. 
And tho? he's not witty, remember he's Civil, | 
Pray therefore don't ſead him frebwith to the Devil, 3 
Let him live, and repent: Stay and ſee, hel retirie ; | 
He has ſtill ſomethin —_— more in his Head and — 
The Ld RE "494 p I'm inform'd 
From the D—r himſelf, has bittetly ſtorm'd, 
And calls the poor Prebend a Son of a w. 
| (Sure never poor Prebend was call'd ſo before.) 
For leaving his Lady quite out of his Song, 
A Lady that ſparkles amidſt the fine Throng. 
Whereupon he 78 to lead her a Dance, 
And her Lu Merit and worth to advance, 
And others are angry that they are paſs d by, 
And not allow'd room in his Poetry; 
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Whoſe Pardon he'll beg for dropping their Names, 
As ſoon as the Heat ſhall mix with his Flames. 
His Genius will wax lile the Moon in the Wane, | 
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And not a Nymph of you ſhall have room to complain; 

The ſoft Airs of your Wit, and your Senſe he'll deſcribe, 

Without the Fears of a Frown „or the Hopes of a Bribe ; 
: G — 
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And thoſe that ſtay longeſt, ſhall then fare the Leſt, 
And if not, Ido folemnly vow and proteſt, = 
I'll protect him no more from your Scorn and your Jeſt.- 
In ſhort, you'll then need no Praiſes of mine, 

And I'm glad, I've ſo fair a Pretence to decline | 

So awful a Service, ſo noble a Theme, 

That's too big for any one Mortal but him. 

Only Bl muſt praiſe, that lovely fair Creature, 
Whom Nature furniſh'd with Size, Shape, and Feature, 
That among all the Nymphs, both great ones and ſmall, 
She's the firſt in your /iew, and the firſt at your Call. 
Beirs Charms are apparent, her Wit is polite, 

And as ſor thoſe Beauties that lie out of ſight, 
Whenever you pleaſe, ſhe'll expoſe * em to Light. 

Her Shape, Dreſs and Air move ev'ry one's Paſſion, , 
And he that's unmov'd 's not a Man in the Faſhion. 


And. now, Nymphs, farewel ; and watch and take 
* care, 
There are thoſe that come e here with a Tiought to en 


ſnare. 
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Don't believe what they ſay, they mean nothing by it, 
Which you'll find ſtill the truer, the oft'ner you try it. 


And as for you Bezur, that come hither to ſee 
The Maids and the Widows, and treat em with Tea; 
You may een return back, like Fools as you came, 
And languiſh and pine away under a Flame, - 
That's not to be quench'd 


And guard well your Pockets, or elſe they will be, 
By Gaming and Raffling, and Coffee and Tea, | 
Reduc'd to the State, that your Heads were before, | 
And you muſt be forc'd to run up a Score, 


And at laſt return Home, as I do, very poor. 
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An ACROSTICK. 
Fletn 7 a, 
M avrlbrough, who, next to Jove, Gra Britain ad, 
(0 n Hecckſtet's Tlains) which elſe had been enſlay'd , 
N ow ſtands confeſs'd upon the glorious Place, 


T he brighteſt Pattern to a future Race. 
A t Home, a worthleſs Herd his Praiſes ſhun, 


G rudge him thoſe Lawrels he ſo bravely won; | 
U nkindly wiſh him deſtitute of Heir, 
E v'n hate his Race, *cauſe exquiſitely Fair. 
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A Petition to Curiv. 


R 


Withdraw thy Arrows, and my Chains remove; 


Eleaſe me, God of Love, from am' rous Cares, 


Alas! how ill they ſuit with ſerious Years ; 


Let me not ſuffer Shame, as well as Love. X 

The World, an Emblem of the cruel Dame, 

Sports with my Wounds and ridicules my Flame. 
With double Juſtice I my Fate deplore, 

| Oh! Cr:pid, ſpare at laſt, and ſtrike no more. 


Miſtaken Wretch! the potent God replied, 
Count not Captivity thy Shame, but Pride. 


With utmoſt Gratitude my Pow r allow, 
For I preſerr'd thee, when I made thee bow. 
Had vulgar Beauty thus ſubdued thy Heart, 


Diſgrace might well attend th? inglorious Dart. 


But 
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But thou rt Lucinda's Slave, then hug thy Pains, 


Know, the Reproach is, not to wear her Chains. 
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SATYR t0 the Paneg yriſt. 


M 


And tho” to Panegyrick you pretend: 


And no one cares to ſee himſelf and Aſs; 


5 
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EN Satyr hate, becauſe tis Nature's Glaſs, 


You moſt lampoon, when moſt you wou'd commend, 


How dull *s the Fancy, Beauty cannot raiſe! 
When in Tautology you re forc'd to praiſe : 
Fach heavy Line complains what Dangers lie 
T th* Face of one, and t'others killing Eye, 
Tho? Beauty yields ſuch vaſt Variety. | 
Who can in Verſe unpardon'd paſs a Crime, 


Where ſolid Senſe is ſtudied leſs than Rhime. 


1 


She 


= a a> 0- a W-- 


Tunbrigalia. 66 


| By pthc s ſelf ſhe only can be ſpoil'd ; 


"Tis fit the Woman now throw off the Child: 
Elſe wiſer Girls may well with Truth declare, 
She were more tolerable, if leſs fair. | * 
None An indeed enough revere, A 
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Who is as witty, as ſhe is ſincere. 

A willing Captive Liberty retrieve ; 

Could St. Jahn give you cauſe to ask ſuch leave 7 * 

Why not an Object ever to adore, 1 

As well as is the pretty awkward 2 ? 

Be juſt and from thy Verſe expuge F——e's Name. 

Audacious Wretch to attempt the glorious Theme. 

£e a) J 

Pp. indeed may fait thy wretched Strain : 

Tho? any but your ſelf would praiſe in vain. 
For to the Task ſhould other Pens deſcend, 

You'd ſwear they muſt by Irony commend, 

Let my Advice thy further Flight prevent, 


The Fair you omit. will ſuffer leſs by D. 
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An ANSWER 


To the Sarxnrsr, 


URE Satyr for the Sake of Satyr, 
8 Men love who want good Senſe and Nature, 
As Fiſh- Wives Scolding; and prevail 
That Way too oft, when others fail: 
Yet needleſs tis, in Nature's Cass 
To pry, whoſe Braying ſhews the Afs. 
For what beſide, would e're declare 
pa more tolerable, if leſs fair? 
Or call her Innocence in Queſtion, 


For wiſer Girls to make their Jeſt on ; 


Yet think tencreaſe himſelf their Cenſure, 


Unleſs an Aſs? not one in Ten ſure ! 


— 
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On Lynſey's Charms ſo Pl! revere, 
As to ſay Nothing of them there, 
But that ſhe's witty. and ſincere. 


As tho' the Beauties of her Face, 


He fear'd, would wrong each other Grace. 


A willing Captive Liberty retrieve ! 
Could St. John give you Cauſe to ask ſuch Leave? 


Are two dull Lines, 1 verily believe 

Whoſe Meaning neat” 65 read em can conceive, 
Of Conſequence not worth an "Anfiver. 

From Woman, Girl, or Boy, or Man, Sir : 

Nor can I gueſs, wherein to blame, 

The Poet was who ſung Fane's Name, 

In Numbers ſuited to his Theme. 

Or why our Satyriſt ſhould be 

With P. 3%%'s Character 1 hee, 

And fancy * t Height of Condeſcenſion, 


With Pens like his, her Name to mention. 
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H Or 
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Or what ſometimes he would be at, 
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Unleſs in his Aglvices pat, 

(Which wiſely he has plac'd. at Bottom, 50 
Or I had certainly forgot em: ) 

Viz, To avoid a further Flight. 

And there, I own, I think he's right, 
*Cauſe then he muſt of Courſe ſorſake me, 
Whoſe heavy Wings cannot o'ertake me. 

I therefore give him my Advice 2 88 

( hich ſure he'll follow, if he's wiſe). 
That, as he yet ha'n't flown at all, 

He'll ne'er attempt it, leſt he fall : 

For if he ſhould fall, ſure enough 

Full great will be the Fall thereof, 
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On a GENTLEMAN. 


san in Waſtecoat of Brocade, 
A Chloe, a tawdry fancied Maid, 
Cried, Oh yonder Swain's a Charmer! 
But was half dead with Fear, 


When, as he came near, 


She found it was a Hog in Armour, 
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Upon a Lady ;ha flops. 
5 „ r ke r 
EHOLD Miranda's araceful Mien, 
B Her ſlender Shape, her beauteous Face, 


That winning Air in Motion ſeen, 


That every Charm, that every Grace, | 
ry 2 H - U » Th at 
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That Beauty, tho' illuſtrious and great, 
Not to the Power of any Art in Debt. 


Ip 
Behold her Eyes, as Diamonds bright, 
Her Neck and Arms and every Feature; 3 
Obſerve how all employ your Sight 
On ſo compleat, divine a Creature. 
Each Youth feels in his Breaſt an ardent Fire; 
Each envious Nymph ſtands gazing to admire, 


III. 
Thus Nature, who to all gives Birth, 


With a peculiar Care and Art 
Hath made this Piece of well-form'd Earth, 
And diligently play'd her Part. 
But ah! the Maſter of the Dancing School 
Hath here neglected his accuſtam d Rule, 


\ | 3 IV. Her 
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IV. 
Her ſlender Waſte in Make and Pow'r 
Is like the Shaft that Cupid arms; 
But the fair Nymph does ev'ry Hour, 
By ſtoopin 8 leflen all her Channs. 
The Fault now, Dancing Maſter, muſt be thine, 
For ſpoiling that, which Nature made ſo fine. 


v. 
But chis proves happy for Mankind; 
For had ſhe perfect been in ev'ry Part, 
We ſhould too many Beauties find, 
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And each ſick Swain would loſe his Heart. 


And melt each ſtubborn Temper into Love. 
e 
She would be dangerouſly fair, 
And tho' the Joy of every Eye, 
To all ſhe'd be the cauſe of Care, 
And kindle Flames that ne er would die: 


The reigning Tyrant ev'ry Breaſt would move, 


Who'd 


„ » | 8 
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Who'd ſee the charming Maid muſt love, tis ſure, 
Who'd love muſt an untimely Fate endure. 
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{NG Muſe, with what new Arts on Kentiſh Plains h 
8 Love the bright Nymphs betrays to am'rous Swains. 
Sing, Goddeſs, with what Arms unknown before, 
He makes the ſtubborn Virgin feel his Pow'r, 

Long with great Bacchus in Alliance join'd, 

He us'd Admittance to our Breaſts to find: 
Our tingling Nerves confeſs'd the fiery God, 
He ſwell'd our Spirits and inflam'd our Blood, 


But ſtill the abſtemious Maid his Yoak diſdain'd, 
And ſipping Tea, the dangerous Juice refrain'd : 
In vain all Arts the eager Lover try'd, 
In vain his Vows, in vain he wept and figh'd, 
All Entrance till to Love her lukewarm Breaſt deny'd. 


Repuls'd 


Tunbrigalia. 
Repuls'd in open War, the God by Art 


Reſolves to undermine her rebel Heart. 
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Where Cantian with South-Saxcn Mountains joyn, 


Towing they riſe, and rich with Exgliſb Mine 


Contemn Peruvian Hills; within they hold 

The nobler Metal, that commands the Gold. 

Theſe from their Foot a chryſtal Current pour, 

Rich with embody'd Steel, and liquid Ore; 

Nor Sa, nor Pyrmont, nor the Weſtern Springs, 

Boaſt equal Virtue, tho? enclos d by Kings. 
Hither each circling Year the Britiſh Fair 

To temper Summer's ſultry Heat repair ; 

The wan-look'd Virgin here her Bloom renews, 

And the pale Lilly bluſhes like the Roſe. 


In this the God embodying, his Deſign 
Purſues, the Waters own the Power divine; f 
Bright to the Eye they ſparkle in the Glaſs, 
And gild the ruddy Pebbles where they pals. 
Enliven'd with each Draught, the ſickly Swain 
Feels ſudden Vigour glide thro? evjry Vein. 


The 
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The Learned P— ſcarce his Art believes ; 
But vain is Learning when a God deceives. 
So from the Trejan Hero's wounded Side, 7 

| When every Art the Sage in vain had try'd, 
Venus unſeen the bearded Arrow drew, | 

And in the Care the Chief the Goddeſs knew. 


Now then aſſur'd the wary Nymph to gain, 
The God inſinuates into ev'ry Vein. | 
Beware, fond Maid! nor truſt the tempting Bowl, 
At length 'twill fire you, tho at firſt it cool. | 


In vain thy Precepts, Muſe; in vain I | FT 
Health and Complection draw them to the Spring, 
'Freſh Graces as they drink, freſh Charms ariſe, | 
Bloom in their Checks, and Sparkle in their Eyes: 
Each cold Receſs, once ſtranger to Deſire, 

Teems with new Warmth, and-glows with Genial Fire. 
Now leſs obdurate to the Lover's Pray'r, 
She lends the raptor d Youth a kinder Ear, 


And wonders at her cautious Parents Fear. 


1 1 Almighty 
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Almighty Love! how ſure is thy Decree! 
They ſtrive with Nature, ho contend with thee: 
Inſpir'd by thee, new Grace the Nymph receives, 
And ſcarce her Glaſs, or ber own Eyes, belie ves. 
With various Charms thou doſt our Hearts aſſal, 
In this the air, in this the Brunes, prevail, = 


From the ſame Charms what various Paſſions flow ! 
They fire the Soldier, while they melt the Beau. 


See where Bright S 2 le attracts th admiring Croud, 
They foxvce contain, but ſpeak their Vows aloud. 
Charming Brunette | on Heaps the Lovers die, he 
Struck with the Lightning from her brilliant Eye. 
Or whert the chearful God with modeſt Air 
Smiles in the lovely Eyes of eule * 

In every Look the ſpotleſs Maid is ſeen, 

And Vila Innocence bluſhes in her Mien; | 
With what a Majeſty the Nymph appears ! 

Whoſe Chains, "tis ſaid, a. Godlike M ---ch wears; 
No wonder, that a Kg ſuch Charms ſhould own, 
Beauty ſubdues alike the Cottage and the Theene. 


I Forbear 
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Forbear, fond Youth, to gaze on lovely 1 
A while forbear ; anon for Love mature, 

She may thy Warmth with equal Fire return, 

As yet ſhe may inflame, but cannot burn. 

Where Hrn Roſe with pureſt Lilly vies, 


| That Breaſt fo ſnowy, and thoſe radiant Eyes, 


0 chey from ſultry Lufitasian Skies ? 
WIEN and | paced with diffrent Charms delight, 
Like ruddy Morning this, that like the ſtarry Night. 


But ceaſe, raſh Muſe, the wanton Youth to move, 
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For theſe are ſacred both to Nuprial Love. 


Thele, and a Thouſand various Beauties more, | 


Maintain Love 8 Empire, and aſſert his Pow” r. 5 


ons 
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Shine bright, ye fair Ones, and propitious ſmile | 


On him, who ſings your Charms i in Maiden Style, 


So may not ever the rude Satyr dare | | 
Your Virtue with ill-manner's Hands to tear, 3 
His Verſe licentious, as his End is baſe, 


Thoſe moſt he blackens, whom he moſt ſhould praiſe; 


His vicious Lines offend the modeſt Ear, 


The Virgin, mine may read, and Parents hear, 


— 
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No ſooner ſees but ſingles out, 
Meliſſa for her Song. 


: II. 
The bright Meliſſa darts her Rays 
So fierce, I looſe my Sight; 
Nor on her, as on others gaze, 


O'erwhelm'd with too much Light. 


II. 
What Eyes can ſuch a Preſence brook : 
What Heart eſcape a Wound ! 
Swift as the Lightning, with a Look 
She flaſhes Love around. 
12 
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ig Pauſe, in filent doubt. 
Amidſt the ſparkling Thron, 


YI, 
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IV. 


Exch Youth intent upon her Charms, - 


Forgets his darling Fair; 
Hearts long elſewhere engag'd ſhe Warms, 
And walks the publick Care. 5 


V. 
So have I ſeen when Day comes on, 
The Luſtre of each Star, 


. Obſcur'd by Beams of riſing Sun, 


To. fade and diſappear. 


VI. 
The Lip of this, the Eye of that, 
By all at Sight are known, 


The Shape, the Mein, th' I know not _ 
Collected into One. 


VII. 
Pardon, bright Nymphs, in rapt'rous Fit, 
If her this Name I give, 
Of all your Beauty, Virtue, Wit, 


The Repreſentative. 
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On the Tv) NBRIDGE Por TS. 
O H! Tale. Wells, for every thing renown'd, 
Where radiant Beauties tread the rocky Ground; 


Where Air and Earth, and Water, all conſpire, 
To ſtrengthen and repair our vital Fire; 


Where Converſation does our Wits refine, 
And raiſes to a Pitch, ſo near Divine; 

How is't, that this improving, wholſome Place, 
Which Life and Spirit adds to Humane Race, 
Shou'd only prey upon the Poet's Brain, 

Here fink him lower than the common Strain 

Of Wits ? Strange! that alone the Mule's Friends, 
Who t exalted Wit and Parts pretend, 

Shou'd grovel here, who elſewhere ſoar above, 


To ling of Heroes, and ſuccelsful Love; 
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Tis not for want of proper Themes to raiſe 
The Poet? $ Fancy. or to gain him Praiſe; 
Here Beauty, Wit, and Valour, in a Throng 
Anpear, fir Subjects in a Poet's Song; 
And yet are Poets hence forc'd to retire, | 
Ynleſs they'd ſtay, ang with their Wig expiry Ix 0) 
So Creatures venemous on Li Ground, 


At Fame reports are never to be found. 5 — 
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Upon the Poxrs. 


F OR ſhame give over writing, and ſeribble no more; 
There never were any ſuch Doings before : $ | 
So much i is but Vapours, unleſs 1 it were better, 


'The Farewel 1 it ſel, and the Lord's merry Letter, 


Together with that of the Doctor compoling, 
Only ſhew that their Authors, were every one doſing ; 
And all the fine Ballads, Panegyricks and Satyrs, 


Let 'em come from the Lovers of Ladies, or Haters, 
Show 


Or at leaſt others for you, and ay you're F — ——=ls, 
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Show the Men half aſteep, when they ſet Pen to Paper, 

They begin with 1Blaze, and end in a Vapour. 
Beſides, conlider, the Water never paſſes | 
So well as it ſhoua. with ſuch filly Aﬀes; 
Have Patience little, until you have done drinking, 
You'll make your ſelves giddy, w when = ſit downs. 

thinking ; , 

About a Month hence, you'll experience their Vigour, 


And then all your Poems will be better and bigger: 


And how will they lock when they're put altogether, 
Colleded by Seandfafh, and bound up in Leather ? 

You'll all be aſhamed to find that in Print, 

Which you have been Coining, in an unlicens'd Mint; 


„ 


To ſpend your Time thus, and become the poor Tools, | 


You've brought up a Cuſtom, that when it will ſtop 


To promote. others Langhter ; : and all the Folks too, 

That are pleas'd with your 2 will be laugh'd at 
with you. 

Oh, how you've waſted the 1 and Pens, 

And tired the Writers poor Finger's-Ends; ; 


No Mortal can tell. Next Seaſon ſome Fop 


oo 


Will 
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by 44 | Will come tothe Tlace, ä 


Of Ballads, Lampoons, and ſuch Fruits of his Skully, 
Without ny Notes, till he comes to the Place, 
And then give mn out, with a grave foleran Face, : 
As if made on purpoſe, for the Nymphs and the omaing 

© AFg,wbomhe inſcribes his elaborate Pains - 1 
Be wiſe then in Time, and don't give a Handle | | 
To. ſuch a vil Heap of Nonſenſe and Scandal. 
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